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uncommonly straight. Perhaps our best man across
country (though sometimes somewhat against his
will) was the late Colonel Lascelles of my regiment,
then, like myself, a mere lad. He rode a horse
seventeen hands high, called Bucephalus, which in-
variably ran away with him, and more than once
had nearly capsized Lord Wellington. The good
living at St. Jean de Luz agreed so well with my
friend that he waxed fat, and from that period to his
death was known to the world by the jovial appel-
lation of Bacchus Lascelles.

Shortly before we left St. Jean de Luz, we took
our turn of outposts in the neighbourhood of Bidart,
a large village, about ten miles from Bayonne.
Early one frosty morning in December, an order
came, that if we saw the enemy advancing, we were
not to fire or give the alarm. About five, we per-
ceived two battalions wearing grenadier caps coming
on. They turned out to belong to a Nassau regiment
which had occupied the advanced post of the enemy,
and hearing that Napoleon had met with great
reverses in Germany, signified to us their intention
to desert. They were a fine-looking body of men,
and appeared, I thought, rather ashamed of the step
they had taken. On the same day, we were relieved,
and on our way back met Lord Wellington with his
hounds. He was dressed in a light-blue frock-coat
(the colour of the Hatfield hunt) which had been
sent out to him as a present from Lady Salisbury,
then one of the leaders of the fashionable world, and
an enthusiastic admirer of his lordship.

Here I remember seeing for the first time a very
remarkable character, the Hon. W. Dawson, of my
regiment. He was surrounded by muleteers, withwere immediately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